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Alex is doing his bit-his favorite bit, the one with the bag-and the room is full of laughter. Seriously. It 
emanates out of everyone and he's more high off the sound of it than he is off the pot. He makes a few 
noises and wiggles his fingers, his hands stuck to his knees by the cuffs of the sweatpants he's wearing. Ace 
is laughing so hard it starts coming out of him in weird honks, like a feral animal. Even Gene is chuckling a bit. 
One of the girls-oh, and he feels bad about this, but he never caught either of their names-seems a little 
freaked out, but she's still laughing. 


‘lm ready for the show tonight," he says in the Bag-voice, and everyone dissolves a little more. "Where's my 
guitar? Who took my guitar?" He jumps on his toes and does a litte jig. It's hard to balance with his hands this 
deep in his pants. 


The one girl isn't laughing anymore, and neither is Gene. Under the bag Alex rolls his eyes. Everyone else is still 
rolling, though. 


"I think you might have something of mine," Alex-the-Bag says, and he hops over to where the girl is sitting 
on the couch. She glares at him, and then does the unthinkable-she reaches up and tries to grab the bag off 
his head. 


"Hey hey hey," comes Geddy's voice from across the room, and suddenly his little bird-boned arm is reaching 


out to grab the girl's hand. "You don't touch the Bag." 


"Get off me," she says. She seems cranky. Not enough pot, maybe. 


"Yeah, don't touch the Bag," Alex says, hopping back from her. 


Ace is literally on the floor, unable to hold himself together. 


"Get off the floor, Ace," Gene says, and he's clearly uncomfortable with all the tomfoolery. 


"Yeah, get off the floor, Ace," Alex-the-Bag says. 


"This is weird," the girl says. She grabs for the bag again, and Geddy swats her away. "Would you stop that?" 


"Don't touch the Bag and we don't have a problem," Geddy says, sounding like a mafia guy. 


Gene has plainly had enough. "Will you two get the fuck out of here? | don't want this in my room anymore." 


"Aw, don't be like that, Gene," Alex-the-Bag says, but Gene looks ready to kill someone. 


"Out," he says. 


And so Alex pulls his hands out of his sweatpants and takes his time walking to the door. Geddy is behind him, 
his hand hovering protectively near the small of Alex's back. They step over Ace's twitching body and Alex 
thinks maybe the guy just can't handle that much fun. "So much for having a good time," Geddy mutters, and 
Alex catches the girl waving her middle finger at his back. 


Once they're out in the hallway Alex takes off the bag, folds it up and tucks it under his arm. He'll take it with 
them to the next hotel. Maybe someore else will find it funny. 


"Buncha jackasses," Geddy says, fumbling around in his pocket for the room key. "Who tries to un-mask the 
Bag?" 


"You didn't have to be rude to her," Alex says. "Some people just don't like that stuff, you know.’ 


"Was | rude?" Geddy unlocks the door. The lights are already on; Neil is on the bed closest to the window 


reading a paperback. 


"Hey, how was the party?" Neil asks. 


"Not much of a party," Geddy says. 


"Nobody appreciates my jokes," Alex mopes. "Except Ace, but he laughs at anything." 


"| appreciate your jokes, Lerxst," Geddy says, a little whiny. 


"How are we going to split the beds up?" Neil, still the new guy, hasn't seemed that comfortable in sharing a 
bed with either of them, to the point where he even volunteered to sleep on the floor in one city. 


"We'll share," Alex says, at the same time that Geddy says "That one's all yours." They look at each other and 
giggle. 


"Okay," Neil says. He turns back to his book. Alex thinks about putting the bag back on, but now he feels silly 
about it. Trust Gene to make him feel like a little kid 


Geddy's bothering Neil, sitting cross-legged at the end of the bed, trying to relay the story of the night's 


events. Neil, to his credit, is nodding along, trying to seem interested. 


"So | got up and | tried to tell her off, ‘cause she was getting in the way of the joke, and that just pissed her 
off even more, and then Gene hates fun so he just told us to get out. Who does that?" 


Once you get Geddy even a little bit stoned he just will not shut up. Alex is almost embarrassed by it, feeling 
like he needs to protect Neil from this side of Geddy, or maybe protect this side of Geddy from Neil. Neil 
doesn't seem to mind that much, though. Every time Geddy pauses to draw a breath he throws in a "Yeah" or 
a "Definitely". 


"| don't know what the big deal was. So the girls were mad. Let them be mad! If you want to party with rock 


stars—" 


Alex huffs a laugh at that. "The girls were there to bang, Dirk. | was just holding up the real fun" 


That earns a chuckle from Neil, but Geddy merely stares back at Alex, expression unreadable. "I didn't notice 


that," he finally says. 


"Pretty obvious, if you know where to look," Alex says, still not sure how Geddy isn't getting it. 


Geddy looks away-at his feet, then at the window, then at the bathroom door. Alex suddenly feels a deep echo 
of shame in his stomach. He hates when this happens; it's worse when it's his own fault. They're too sensitive, 


his mother used to tell him, him and Geddy both. 


Neil is looking between them, having felt the mood change too, and he dog ears his paperback and slips off the 
bed. "I'm going to brush my teeth," he says. "Then go to bed, | think" He carefully crosses the room and shuts 
the bathroom door behind him. 


Geddy's still staring at the ceiling. Alex pats the bed next to himself, like Geddy's a cat he's trying to entice 
onto the furniture, and Geddy gets up and slowly walks across the room, stepping carefully over the suitcases 
piled in the middle. Alex busies himself with taking his shoes off and looking for his pajamas, trying to save a 


little face. The bed dips as Geddy sits down on it, kicks his own shoes off, and pulls his feet up in front of 


him. 


‘lm sorry," Alex says, handing Geddy his pajama pants. Geddy just shrugs. Alex drops the pants into Geddy's 
lap. "No, that was a mean thing to say." 


"Am | stupid?" asks Geddy, as he flops onto his back Alex can't see his face from here anymore; he pulls off 
his own shirt and starts changing into his pajamas. 


"I just thought you didn't really care that much," Alex says. "About girls, | mean. | didn't mean anything by it" 


It was true. Geddy never went on dates of his own accord; even when he did, he had to be reminded to call the 


girls back afterwards. Alex has set him up with girlfriends a few times, but they never seemed to work out. 


Geddy undoes his jeans and pulls them off, still not looking at Alex or even getting off the bed. He slithers into 
his pajama pants and rolls over onto his side to face the wall as the bathroom door opens and Neil comes back 


in. Neil catches Alex's eye and points at Geddy, lifting both his hands into a shrug. Alex just shrugs back 


"Bathrooms all yours," Neil says as he slips into his bed. Geddy doesn't move, so Alex heads on in, grabbing his 
toothbrush and starting his nighttime routine. As the door clicks closed behind him he hears Neil ask a 
question, and he tiptoes back to the door as he spreads toothpaste on his brush to try and listen in. 


Whatever Geddy's answer is, it's not very loud, and Alex realizes that if he can hear them, they can probably 
hear him too. He turns back to the sink and brushes his teeth, then does the rest of his business, and then 
washes his hands and steps back into the room. Geddy's turned around, now, and he's hugging a pillow as he 
nods in response to whatever Neil's just said 


"Well, think about it," Neil says. 


"Thanks," Geddy says, getting up and taking his own turn in the bathroom. 


"Is he mad at me?" Alex asks Neil, as quietly as he can 


"What?" Neil says, confused. "Oh. No, he's okay. We were talking about something else." 


"Oh," says Alex. He waits for clarification, which doesn't come. So he gets into bed, fluffing up the pillow 
Geddy'd been hugging and placing it gently on the other side, keeping a wide berth just in case. He turns on the 
bedside lamp, prompting Neil to do the same, and then he hits the overhead light switch. He's already tucked 
himself in by the time Geddy steps out of the bathroom. 


The bed squeaks as Geddy joins him, sticking as close to the edge as he can. Alex waits until he stops 
squirming around with the covers before he rolls over to look at him. Geddy's eyes are a litle red, but he 
does finally look Alex head on. Alex wants to hug him, but that's a little weird. Alex reaches out and pokes his 
nose instead, which elicits a tiny smile, at least. "Goodnight," Alex says, and he reaches back behind him to turn 


the light off. 


HHH 


The next morning-well, noon-Alex wakes up full of a resolve to cheer Geddy up somehow, but instead he finds 
himself alone in the bed. Neil is quietly rifling through his suitcase in his underwear, considering his different 


pairs of jeans. "Hi," Alex says. "What's up?" 


Neil looks up at him and holds the jeans out. "Which do you think? | told Geddy I'd go out with him tonight." 


"To where?" One pair is lighter wash, more worn in; the other pair is darker and stiffer. 


"Nightclub," Neil says. "A friend of mine recommended it since we're here." 


Here is Chicago. Alex didn't know Neil had a friend in Chicago. "The dark ones,” Alex says. "Unless you're trying 


to dance. Can | come?" 


Neil shrugs. "If you want. We were going to go when Kiss is playing.” 


Alex weighs the options. They'd sat backstage through the whole show last night and nothing interesting had 
happened, but sometimes Alex got invited onstage for stuff. "Maybe I'll meet you there? If you're going to be 
there a while, that is." 


"Il give you the address," Neil says. "You can come if you want." 


Cool," Alex says. "Where's Geddy?" 


Neil looks at his watch. "I think he went for a walk," he says. 


Alex doesn't know where Geddy would walk to in this neighborhood. They're kind of on the outskirts of town, 
the border of suburbia. The hotel certainly isn't the nicest. "Are you sure he isn't mad at me? | feel like | was 


mean to him last night." 


Neil seems uncomfortable with this question and Alex belatedly remembers that he's only known them for less 
than a year. "Well, | don't know," he says, chewing his lip. "I think he's just trying to figure something out" 


Alex thinks maybe Neil will elaborate, but he doesn't, and he doesn't want to push it, either. Instead he gets 
dressed himself and sits on his bed with his Gibson, trying to pick out a riff he'd been working on the other 
day. They only have 27 minutes tonight, again. He wonders if he could write a 27 minute long song. He wonders 


if anyone would enjoy that at a show. Well, who cares what anyone else thinks. 


Neil gets dressed in the jeans Alex picked. "Hey," he says, rubbing a hand across his stubble. Alex looks up 
from his guitar and cocks his head to the side. "| wouldn't invite any of the others tonight, if you do come out 
with us. | don't think this place will really be.. their thing.’ 


Weird thing to say, Alex thinks, but he nods. "I wasn't planning on it. | don't think they like us very much 


anyway." 


"We can be a little off-putting," Neil says. 


"You got that right," Alex says. "Can | just wear what | wear to play tonight? Or is this a dress up kind of 


club?" 


Neil purses his lips. "Well, you might want a shirt" 


| always wear a shirt!" Alex protests. "It just doesn't always cover my whole front" 


"A shirt that covers your whole front would be a good idea," Neil says. "Or you might find yourself hogging all 
the attention" And with that, he gets up and heads out of the room. "I'll give you the address tonight," he calls 


on his way out the door. 


They all manage to reconvene in time for soundcheck at the venue, and as they wait their turn the three of 
them sit together in one of the wings, Geddy and Alex struggling into their high heeled boots and Neil making 
some notes in his little brown notebook Whatever bad mood Geddy was in last right, he seems to have 
snapped out of it, and Alex is relieved. "Hey," he says to the other two, trying to shift the fabric of his pant 
leg away from the boot zipper. "I think I'll just come with you guys tonight. | don't feel like waiting around for 
their set to be over." 


"Are you sure?" asks Neil, and although he's talking to Alex, Alex could swear he's looking at Geddy instead. 


Geddy says nothing, just continues shifting his own pants around. He's not wearing a shirt, Alex thinks, a little 
petulantly. Just a stupid velvet waistcoat. Alex is wearing a shirt that covers both his front and back, his top 
and bottom. A real old fashioned kind of shirt. 


"Yeah, | mean, | saw it all last night. I'd rather do something fun" 


Geddy looks at him. "Do you even know where we're going?" 


"Some place Neil's friend recommended?" 


Geddy laughs, delighted. "Okay, this will be fun 


Alex looks between Geddy and Neil and shrugs. Did he miss the joke? Never mind. "As long as I'm not 
overdressed,” he says, kicking his boot-clad foot up in the air and attempting a silly pose. 


Geddy looks at him appraisingly. "You look perfect," he says. 


One of the venue staff pokes his head around the corner. "You three are up," he says, and they scramble to 


their feet. 


The set goes well. The crowd still likes them. Half the audience was there the night before and half of those 
people seem to be into Rush, the others zoning out while they wait for the real deal to come on. Some people 
even leave the show once they're off the stage, although not many. Alex thinks that would be a waste of a 
ticket. More music is always better than less, he thinks. 


"Are you not staying?" Ace asks as the three of them head toward the back exit. 


Alex pauses as Geddy and Neil go on without him. "No, they wanted to go-" He remembers not to invite him, 
makes up a plausible lie- "meet one of Neil's friends, and | figured | see you guys every night, so you won't 
miss me?" He can't help but end it with a question. Some part of him still desperately wants to be accepted by 
these guys. 


"Okay," Ace says, and he walks away. 


Ugh, Alex always feels weird when he tries to talk to people that aren't Geddy. Even when he tries to talk to 
people that are Geddy. Geddy Geddy Geddy. Why is his brain so fixated on Geddy lately? 


Speaking of Geddy, Alex hears his name from the end of the hallway. Geddy is standing at the exit door, holding 


it open for him. "Come on," he says. "We got a cab." 


Alex hustles down the hallway. 


They squish into the back of the cab, Neil playing the responsible one and reading off an address written on a 
slip of notebook paper. The driver hums and steers into the Chicago traffic, taking them north a bit into a 


neighborhood with shorter buildings and a lot more people on the street. He pulls up at a corner, not quite to 
their destination. "You can get out here, if you want to be.. discreet," he says, nodding towards the block 


they're on. 


Alex wants to argue but Neil is already opening the door. "Thank you," he says, handing over a wad of bills. 


"What did he mean, discreet? We're still halfway down the block," Alex complains. 


Geddy flicks him on the side of his head and then does a weird little twirl, managing not to fall over in his too- 
tall boots. "We're in the gay neighborhood, Lerxst. We're going to a gay club." 


Alex has to stop in his tracks. He's coming to too many realizations at once, and it's dangerous to try and 
understand that many things while also walking down an unfamiliar sidewalk in heels. Gay club. Don't invite the 
others. Neil's friend Geddy wanted to go. No shirt. Alex didn't bring any joints. Ah, shit, he thinks as he realizes 
that last one. He jogs pathetically behind the other two, trying to catch up. "Did either of you bring any 


smokes?" 


Neil takes pity on him, offers him a cigarette, but not the kind Alex wants. Oh well 


"| can't light this and walk at the same time," Alex says. 


"Here," Geddy says, and he stops in front of Alex, holding out his lighter. Alex bought him that lighter as a 
Hanukkah present three years ago. There's another realization to be had, and deep down he knows what it is, 


but he can't think about that tonight. That's just a step too far. 


"Will you light it for me?" Alex asks. 


Geddy stares at him for a moment, and then he flicks the lighter open and raises it to the cigarette in Alex's 
hand. 


"Thanks," Alex says around his inhale. 


"Any time," Geddy replies. 


Alex wants to grab his hand, but that seems like a weird thing to do on this street corner, so instead he just 
stands there and breathes in cigarette smoke until Geddy turns around. 


Alex has never been to a gay nightclub before and he's not sure what to expect but when they get inside, it's 
just like any other club he's been to, but with fewer women and more exciting outfits. He does feel a little 
overdressed with his full sized shirt. He wishes he were wearing flatter shoes, because he's been standing in 
these heels for two hours at this point and trying to dance in them is going to be interesting at best. Neil 
finds an empty table after ordering a couple beers. Alex realizes belatedly that Neil has paid for everything so 
far tonight and wonders where he found all that cash. The tour hasn't paid them that well, yet. 


Geddy has disappeared into the crowd-Alex is stunned at how many men there are here who look just like him. 
Quite a few look just like Alex, too. Not so many Neil lookalikes here, though. Alex sizes Neil up. "Are you, uh.. 
he starts, trailing off as he realizes what an impolite question this is. 


Neil shakes his head. "My roommate when | lived in London is gay," he explains. "And he took me to a lot of 
parties, so most of my friends there were of that persuasion" 


"He suggested this place?" 


"No, another friend. He actually lived in this neighborhood but | don't know his number. | don't even know if he 
still lives here, its been a few years. | should look him up." 


Alex sips his beer and scans the crowd, looking for Geddy. No luck. A big, burly man wearing a denim shirt is 
eyeing him from the bar. Alex smiles politely and shakes his head. The man shrugs and finds a new target. Alex 


turns back to Neil and finds Neil giving him a look. "What?" 


ell, are you, uh.. Neil aSks, raising an eyebrow. 
"Well, are you, uh.." Neil ask g an eyeb 


Good question "Never really thought about it before," Alex says uncomfortably. "| mean, | just assumed | 
wasn't." 


"Think you could be?" 


Alex shrugs. He looks at the available options. 


"What about that guy?" Neil asks, gesturing to the guy at the bar. 


"No, he's not my type," Alex says. 


"You have a type? | thought you'd never thought about it before," Neil says. 


"Well, | know he's not it. Like, you can tell when someone's attractive, right? Even if you don't want to, well, 


sleep with them?" 


Neil nods. 


"And so that guy's not it. For me." There is one guy who is it, for Alex, but he clearly isn't interested. Better 


not to open that can of worms, anyway. 


Speaking of which, Geddy has reappeared, surrounded by a group of drag queens. They're positively fawning 
over him, and he looks like he fits right in, with his velvet waistcoat and stupid white pants and those heels 
that still don't make him tall enough to be seen through a crowd. One of the queens is stroking his hair. 


"He's going to make someone very happy," Neil muses. 


"Him and his huge schlong," Alex says. 


Neil chokes on his beer. "What?" 


"Well, we measured them once, when we were fifteen," Alex explains. "Even with the hat cut off. He's got the 


biggest thing I've ever seen" 


Neil's eyes are bugging out of his head. "How many- oh, my god" 


"| mean, I've seen a few," he says. "Not up close, but I've seen a few." 


Neil seems very stressed out with this information. "When you say biggest," he starts. 


Alex holds out his hands for a visual display. 


"How does he fit it in those pants?" 


"Beats me," Alex says. He's wondered the same thing many times. 


Another guy at the bar is checking them out, and Alex feels bad. He's wandered into this space that's not 
really meant for him, and he doesn't even want what they're offering. He looks back at Neil, who's been staring 


at him, and they stare back and forth at each other until Neil addresses the elephant in the room. 


"He never told you?" 


Alex tries to keep his face expressionless as he twirls his beer around. At the face Neil's making, though, he 


can tell he's failed. "No," he says. 


"Do you know why?" 


Alex has a couple ideas, for better or worse, but he can't deal with what would happen if he says one and he's 
wrong, so he shakes his head. If there's one thing he's good at, it's playing dumb until someone explains things 
to him. 


"Well, | don't know, either," Neil says, and there goes that plan 


The table shakes as Geddy slaps his drink down onto it. Its orange, smells so pungent Alex can feel it in his 
nostrils from here, and has a little paper umbrella in it. He flops into the seat next to Neil and waves goodbye 
to the queens, who take their leave of him. He is completely and totally wasted. 


"Hello," he says, pushing his hands across the table and laying his head down. 


"Having fun?" Neil asks. 


The mop of brown hair pooling on the table nods. 


"They seem nice," Alex says. The queens have a table on the other side of the dance floor. One of them waves 


at Alex and he waves back. 


"They told me l'm a lightweight," Geddy mumbles. 


"Is this still your first drink?" asks Neil, sniffing it with concern, 


"Fourth," Geddy says. 


"Jesus," Alex says. "We've only been here forty minutes." 


Geddy merely giggles in response. He doesn't drink to excess often-neither of them do, that's why the other 
bands think they're weird-and Alex is a little worried about getting him home. He reaches over and brushes 


the hair out of Geddy's face, and Geddy hums a little in thanks. 


"Are you ready to go?" Neil asks, looking at his watch. "Or do you want to dance more?" 


"| don't know if he can even stand up right now," Alex says. 


"Bedtime," Geddy says. 


Neil and Alex look at each other and shrug. They help Geddy to his feet; Neil is too tall, even with Geddy's 
stupid boots, so Alex is the one who hoists him up and half-carries him to the door. The bouncer shakes his 
head at the sight of them. Neil is walking up the sidewalk, looking for a cab, and Alex takes it slow with Geddy 
on his shoulder, holding tight to his waist. 


"Lerxst," Geddy murmurs. 


"Yeah?" Alex asks. He kind of sniffs Geddy's hair and then wishes he hadn't, Geddy fucking stinks. 


"You're my best friend," Geddy says. 


"| know," Alex says. "You're mine too." 
y 


"I think l'm gay," Geddy says. 


There it is. "Yeah?" Alex says, unsure how much he should poke at this while Geddy's this wasted. 


"Don't notice when the girls are trying to fuck," he says. "Wanna get fucked instead" 


"Okay," Alex says. He's not sure whether he should apologize again for what he said last night or just ignore it 
in favor of the other thing Geddy just said. 


"You could fuck me," he says. 


Alex feels like his brain has been zapped with a laser beam; he wants the sidewalk to open up and swallow him. 
"Maybe we should talk about this tomorrow," he says, trying to keep his voice level. "You can sleep on it." 


"Sleep with you," Geddy says, with a sniff. 


| mean, that's not something we can talk about when you're drunk, Dirk" Alex is going to pass out. "I really 


would rather have this conversation tomorrow or something." 


"Maybe Neil will fuck me," Geddy says. 


“Alright, now you're just playing with me." Alex looks down at him, Geddy's laughing so hard he's slipping off 
Alex's shoulder. Alex feels his face flush. Has this whole conversation been a joke? "Pretty fuckin’ rude, Ged" 


Geddy frowns. "I wasn't kidding about the other thing." 


Neil is standing in front of them, pointing at a cab. They've made it almost all the way back down to the end of 
the block. "I'm almost out of cash," he says. 


Alex carefully dumps Geddy into the back seat and squishes in next to him, pulling out his wallet. "| have three 
dollars," he says. 


Geddy says something, almost impossibly quiet. 


"What?" 


"My wallet," he repeats, pointing at the inside of his velvet waistcoat. 


Alex reaches in, past Geddy's sweaty chest hair, and feels an involuntary twitch in his own privates. He 
fumbles around until he finds the secret pocket and pulls out Geddy's wallet. It's full of cash and three 


condoms. 


Neil has gotten in on the other side of Geddy and leans up to the driver, rattling off the hotel's address. Alex 
hands Neil a few bills from Geddy's wallet. 


"Thanks," Neil says. "What have you got there?" 


Alex is looking at the condoms. They're definitely not sized for Geddy's dick. "Nothing," he says, putting them 
back where he found them, and he returns the wallet to its pocket. 


Geddy spends the drive back to the hotel with his head nestled on Alex's chest. 


The cab pulls up outside the hotel and Neil organizes the money, pays, tips. Alex is in charge of manhandling 
Geddy out of the backseat. By the time he has him on the sidewalk Geddy seems mostly awake, and almost 
lucid. "I'm gonna be sick," he says, eyeing the bushes in front of the hotel door. 


"Ill cover for you if you want to hurl," Alex says, pulling off his jacket. Geddy's already halfway over to the 


bushes. 


Geddy's puke is orange, the same shade as whatever he was drinking earlier. Alex holds his jacket up, hiding the 
incident from view of the lobby. He remembers the times Geddy would do this for him in school, after 
basement parties where he would drink and smoke too much and come outside to see the streetlights and 
stars spinning above him. Geddy would always stand right behind him. Sometimes he would hold his hair back, 
once Alex started growing it out. Alex looks down at Geddy, who's still retching into the bush. Somehow he's 


managing to keep his own hair out of the way. 


Neil ambles up the hotel walkway toward them, taking a long drag on a cigarette. He checks his watch and then 
angles his head to check on Geddy over Alex's jacket. "How is he?" 


"Ick," Geddy says, wiping his mouth with his wrist. Alex thinks about offering him his jacket sleeve, but 


remembers just in time that its dry clean only. 


"The others should be coming back soon," Neil says. "From the show." 


Alex has almost forgotten that they even played a show tonight. "I'm tired,” he says. "Let's go to bed" 


Geddy's ambulatory, now, but still taking it slow, so they make their way to the elevators as a group, avoiding 
the hotel staff at the front desk and trying not to make a scene. Alex hits the up button and they wait what 
seems like forever as the elevator chugs its way down to the ground floor. Finally the doors open and they get 


in. 


"How are you feeling, Ged?" Neil asks as the doors close. 


"Mouth tastes like.. orange. And gin. And shit" Geddy leans back against the wall of the elevator, which lurches. 
"Fuck!" 


"Nobody asks how Alex feels," Alex says. He nudges Geddy, offering his shoulder to lean on. 


"Alex wasn't just puking into a bush out front," Neil says. 


The elevator takes a painfully long time to reach the fourth floor. By the end of the ride Geddy's face is 
turning ever so slightly green again. They disembark and start on the long journey down the hallway to their 


room. 


"Who has the key?" Alex asks. 


Neil is the one who fishes it out of his pocket. As he's sticking it into the doorknob, the second elevator door 
opens and the Kiss guys walk out, still wearing their stage makeup. 


"Oh, hey, guys," Ace says as he spots them. "Did you have fun with Neil's friend?" 


Neil looks at Alex, confused, and Alex remembers the little white lie he'd told earlier. "Yeah, totally," Alex says. 


"You wanna come party with us? Some chicks are coming up in a minute, they took a cab over." 


"No thanks," Neil says, pushing their door open. "We're up early tomorrow, remember?" 


Ace snorts, as if it's the funniest thing he's ever heard. Gene is looking at the three of them with a furrowed 
brow, made all the weirder by the makeup. "Buncha fairies," Gene says, only barely audible. 


Alex feels his hackles rise, and he sees Neil's back stiffen, but it's Geddy who turns around to stare straight 
back at Gene. "Hey Gene," he says, smiling broadly and drunkenly but with a bit of a bite to his voice. "Never 
fucking say that to me again" 


Gene stares back at him for a long minute, and then Geddy turns back around and saunters into the room. Neil 
follows, holding the door open for Alex, Alex shoots the other guys a glare before he heads in, hoping for an 
intimidating send-off. 


Geddy flops onto the bed, feet flying into the air before slapping back down, almost taking Neil out. Neil has a 
look on his face like his life's just flashed before his eyes. "Will someone hand me my glasses?" Geddy asks, 
reaching his hand out pathetically. 


Alex is moving before he's even finished the question, walking over to the side table and opening up Geddy's 
enormous glasses case. He places them gently in Geddy's waiting hand. 


"Thanks," Geddy says, and he puts them on. His hair's splayed out all over the blankets behind him and his 
velvet waistcoat has opened up to reveal all of his chest hair glinting in the hotel room light. He's mid-yawn, no 
regard for the little gap between his front teeth. Alex feels like he's been punched in the stomach. Geddy's just 
there, the way he always has been, looking like that. 


Geddy catches Alex staring. "What?" he asks. 


"Nothing," Alex says, barely getting the word out without his breath hitching. He feels like he could cry, or 
explode. He has to get out of here. When he turns around Neil is standing right behind him, watching him, an 
inscrutable look on his face. Alex brushes past to get to the bathroom. Once he's inside with the door shut he 
sinks down onto the floor, clutching his head in his hands. This can't be happening. This whole day has felt like a 
dream. He doesn't want to think about how long he's been thinking about this, somewhere under the surface. 
He thought he'd buried this back when he was a fucking kid pedaling his bike down Finch with Geddy perched on 
the handlebars. Obviously he hadn't buried it deep enough. 


Neil knocks on the door. "Alex?" 


Alex ignores him, trying to regulate his breathing on the nasty tile floor. 


Neil knocks again, more insistent this time. "Alex, are you okay?" 


"Yeah," Alex calls, his voice a lot more unsteady than he'd been expecting. 


"Are you.. on the toilet?" 


"No," Alex says. 


"Do you mind if | come in there?" 


Alex takes a deep, ragged breath. "Okay," he says. 


Neil squeezes in, shuts the door, and kneels down next to him. "I didn't think you were this drunk." 


‘lm not," Alex says. 


"Then what's wrong?" Neil asks, his face coming into view above Alex. 


Alex sniffs, realizes he's been crying. "Just thinking about what you asked me earlier," he says. "At the club." 


Neil nods, understanding right away. "Do you want to talk about it?" 


"| dunno," Alex says. "I'm scared to tell him." 


Neil is careful to keep his face neutral, open. Alex wonders how many people come out to this guy every year. 


"Do you think he would say no?" 


Alex shrugs. "I don't want him to think I'm messing with him." 


"I hope l'm not misreading, but | think he feels the same way about you," Neil says. He reaches down and 


ruffles Alex's hair. "How long have you..." 


"Since we were fourteen," Alex says. It had been early spring, the first day it was warm enough to go outside 
without their big coats, and Geddy had been making a weird face around his coke bottle at the gas station, 
sticking his tongue into his cheek and crossing his eyes. Alex remembers it like it was yesterday. "And I've been 
trying not to think about it ever since." 


"He's your best friend," Neil says kindly. "I think you can tell him." He gets up and dabs toothpaste on his 
toothbrush. "You're going to have to help me get him up so he can brush his teeth. | doubt you want him in 
your bed smelling like that.” 


Alex laughs a little bit and sits up. "Hey, Neil?" 


"Yeah?" Neil asks around his toothbrush. They catch each other's gaze through the mirror. 


"Thanks for everything," Alex says. "You're a really good guy." 


Neil smiles, toothpaste dripping out of his mouth. "Fanks," he says, and he smiles through the rest of his 


routine. 


Alex wakes up in a cold sweat. He'd been dreaming: he was driving in a convertible with Geddy, on some 
mountain road, going faster and faster, the car heaving and creaking around every curve in the road, and 
Geddy had looked at him and mouthed something and the car careened off into a canyon. In real life, in the bed, 
Geddy is snoring next to him, a small trickle of drool leaking its way out of his mouth onto the pillow. The 
room is still dark; its not yet dawn. Alex takes a deep breath, preemptively steels his nerve. He'll tell Geddy in 


the morning. 


HHH 


"Alex" 


Its Neil, standing over him and holding a paper cup of coffee. Alex looks to his left, the bed is empty. Most of 
their stuff has been picked up, packed up; Alex and Neil are alone in the room with the remnants of Alex's 


suitcase. 


"We have to leave in twenty minutes," Neil says apologetically. 


Alex sits up. He's way overslept. "Where's Geddy?" he asks, looking around like Geddy'll just pop out of some 


corner. 


"He's outside packing up the car. | think he wanted fresh air. He's very hungover." Neil pushes the cup of 


coffee into Alex's hand. "I came to make sure you were all packed." 


"Good thing," Alex says. "Or you would've had to find a new guitarist tonight 


"We wouldn't have left you," Neil says, opening up the drawers in the hotel dresser to make sure nothing's in 


them. "We would have just yelled at you, a lot." 


"Well, thanks.” Alex pulls a clean pair of briefs out of his suitcase, along with his most comfortable jeans, and 
then shoves the rest of his things in, not bothering to fold anything. He can hear his mother's tsk-tsk even 
from hundreds of miles away. "Am | forgetting anything?" 


Neil checks the bathroom and Alex scans under the bed. They both come up empty. 


On the way to the elevator Alex starts to feel anxious. "I'm going to tell him," he says To Neil once they get 
inside and press the down button. "As soon as | get out there, I'll tell him.” 


Neil smiles at him. "I'm proud of you," he says. 


The sun is beating down on the parking lot, glinting off of every car. Alex can see Geddy sitting on the curb 
next to their van, staring at the ground, hands on his temples. He takes a deep breath and steels his resolve. 


"Hey, Dirk," he says, dropping down next to him. 


"Ugh," Geddy says, not looking up. 


"Hungover?" 


"Just a little," Geddy says. 


Alex chews his lip and then starts in. "I wanted to talk to you, about last night-" 


Geddy cuts him off. "None of it, Lerxst. Very drunk, didn't mean a single thing, don't worry about it." 


"Oh," Alex says. This wasn't part of his plan. 


"Yep, everything was a joke. Ha-ha. Won't be drinking those orange things again." 


This is quite possibly the worst way this conversation could be going. Alex really wishes some space debris 


would fall down and obliterate him. "Everything? All of it?" 


Geddy finally looks up at him. He's wearing an expression Alex has never seen before, not in ten years of 


knowing him. He looks... frightened. "Everything," he says, quietly. "Okay?" 


Well, that's it, then. Alex's heart breaks. "Okay," he says. 


"Thanks," Geddy says, and he gets up. "If we don't get moving they'll bump us off the bill in Indianapolis." He 
grabs Alex's suitcase, hauls it up into the back of the van, then turns to look back at him. Alex is still on the 
ground staring at the space Geddy has left. "You hungover, too?" 


Alex shakes his head. He finds he has nothing left to say. 


Neil returns from talking to Howard, who's driving the gear truck. He waves at Alex like a proud dad, then 


notices the expression on his face. "You guys okay over here?" he asks, stubbing out his cigarette. 


"| was just apologizing for anything weird | might have said last night," Geddy says. "Because | was very, very 


drunk." 


Oh," Neil says. 


Alex rubs a hand over his face, trying to keep himself from crying for a second time in twelve hours. He 


stands up. "I'll take the backseat," he volunteers, and he gets in before anyone can reply. 


Neil drives. Geddy's on map duty, but he never does a very good job. Alex is usually on map duty when he's 
not driving but today he just needs to sit and stare out the window and try not to think about anything at all 
He lights a cigarette and pops the back window open. Geddy turns around in the front seat to look at him. 


"Give me one," Geddy says. 


Alex picks up his pack and tosses it up front. He doesn't take his gaze away from the window. The city is 
fading as they drive south. 


"Will you light it for me?" Geddy asks. 


"Light it yourself," Alex mumbles. What the fuck is Geddy playing at? He feels jerked around. 


Geddy sits there for a minute, staring at Alex, and then he turns back around and flips the map back up. He 
lights his own cigarette. 


The drive is uneventful. Neil surfs the radio for a while, then Geddy puts in a tape, then the two of them talk 
about rhythm and lyrics. All the while Alex watches the trees and the cornfields and the other cars on the 
road. He tries to rationalize what happened between last night and this morning. Even if Geddy is gay, he most 


certainly doesn't want Alex like that. And thanks to last night, now Alex has to sit with the knowledge that he 
himself is—well, that. And he needs to get the fuck over Geddy. 


They stop at a gas station somewhere in Indiana. After Alex pees he takes a lap around the back of the 
building, trying to get away from people for a minute. Clouds are brewing on the horizon and the day is 
starting to warm up. He misses Canada They've been tooling around middle America for so long now, it's 
starting to get old. His stomach rumbles and he remembers he never ate breakfast, so he goes back inside for 


a snack Geddy and Neil are standing together looking at the drink cooler, their backs to him. 


"-you were the one who wasn't talking to him first," Neil is saying as Alex, unnoticed, rifles through the chip 
selection on the other side of the aisle. 


| wasn't ever not talking to him," Geddy says. He pokes the glass of the cooler. "Just needed a little space." 


"Well, maybe he needs the same thing now," Neil says. He opens the cooler door and grabs a bottle. "What did 


you even say to him this morning? He was fine when | got him from the hotel room." 


"| said some embarrassing shit to him last night and | wanted him to forget about it, that's all," Geddy says. 


Alex grabs a bag of pretzels and tries to back off without being spotted, but Geddy chooses that moment to 


open the cooler and catches Alex in the reflection of the glass. 


"Alex," Geddy says, turning around. "| thought you were outside." 


Alex holds up his pretzels. "Needed breakfast" 


"Oh," Geddy says. 


Neither of them moves for a minute, just staring at each other in the aisle, until Neil pulls out his wallet. "Oh, 


by the way, Howard paid me out for Chicago this morning," he says, handing some money over to Alex. 


"Thanks," Alex says, glad that he finally has more than three dollars to his name. Now he can buy rolling 
papers, too. 


They check out and pay for the gas and then pile back into the van. Alex doesn't know what to think about 
what he overheard. He's also not sure how he feels about Neil's investigative skills. He really just wants to go 
back to sleep. 


Neil gets them into the city, finds the hotel they're booked at, and checks them in. Alex is glad someone is on 
top of all of this, especially since Ray is at home for this leg of the tour. He tries to imagine if John were still 
in the band; would Geddy be the one acting like the Band Dad? Would Alex? Or would they have broken up by 


now, too stupid to figure it all out? 


Soundcheck is fine. They have thirty minutes tonight, a whole three extra, so they sit down to rework the set 
list while Alex rolls himself a few joints on one of the amps backstage. 


"Just extend the solos on By-Tor?" Geddy ponders, scribbling on Neil's notebook page. 


"Fine with me," Neil says. "Do we want to move it around?" 


Alex shrugs. He's easy. Just tell him where to play and when to play it and set him free. 


"You could tell a joke," Geddy says, looking at Alex. "That'll kill some time." 


‘lm not feeling very fumy Tonight," he says. 


"You're always funny," Geddy says. 


"Maybe tomorrow." He wishes he had time for a shower, or a nap. Being in a car all day has been exhausting. 


"We're off tomorrow, remember?" Geddy has his little calendar out now and double-checks the date. 


"Then I'll do it the next day. It doesn't matter." 


Neil pinches the bridge of his nose. "Okay, enough, can you two stop bickering? You're like little old ladies at a 
bridge club." 


Geddy sticks out his tongue. It feels almost normal back here, for the first time in two days. 


HHH 


Alex is polishing the neck of his guitar with his sweat as they finish Anthem. By-Tor is next and he takes a 
second to tune back up and catch his breath while Geddy says something into the mic. This crowd likes them a 
lot more than either of Chicago's. 


Geddy is being very silly with the vocals tonight. On the first solo break he hops across the stage over to 
Alex, jamming next to him with his lips pursed like a duck. Alex noodles back at him. It's nice to have three 


extra minutes to noodle. Geddy leans in close and Alex turns his head to hear him. 


"What's wrong?" 


Alex shakes his head. He doesn't want to do this in front of the audience. 


"You can tell me," Geddy says, barely audible over the monitor. "Whatever it is." 


"Nothing," Alex says. He turns back to the crowd for the fun part. Geddy's right behind him, hooking his chin 


over Alex's shoulder. 


Alex finishes and it's Neils turn. They both spin around to watch him. While they have their backs to the 


crowd Alex looks over at Geddy and mouths his secret at him. 


"What?" Geddy mouths back. 


He says it again 


Geddy shakes his head, confused. "Later?" he asks. 


Alex spins back around. 


The rest of the set goes as well as it can. Nobody fucks up. The crowd is thrilled They get off the stage and 
manage to avoid the other band, who are still acting weird around them after last night. Ray is on the phone in 
the green room, asking how it went, proposing some new dates. They clean up their shit, organize their 


instruments, and then it's back to the hotel. Maybe they really will go to bed early tonight. 


Alex hangs back in the parking lot, pretending he forgot something in the van. He needs to clear his head. He 
pulls one of the joints out of his pocket and climbs up onto the roof of the van, laying back and trying to see 
the stars around all the light pollution. A light breeze is rolling through and he can hear cars passing by on 
the highway. Lights in the hotel turn off and on and off again. 


He's thinking about Geddy, what Geddy had said this morning, what Geddy had said last night. He wonders which 
is the truth. Maybe Geddy is rightfully hitting back at him last night for what Alex had said the night before. 
That isn't Geddy's style, though. Geddy didn't do petty tit for tat. So then, was this morning the lie? Was he 
afraid of what Alex was going to say? That makes Alex feel even worse. He thinks-thought-that Geddy knew 
him better than that. 


Something touches his foot and Alex jerks up. "Woah, sorry," Geddy says. He's standing in front of the van in 


his pajamas. 


"Startled me, is all," Alex says, sitting up. "I didn't hear you come over." 


| wasn't sure if you'd died out here or something," Geddy says. "Can | come up?" 


Alex nods and Geddy clambers up next to him. Alex offers him the joint and he takes a hit. 


"You've been quiet," Geddy says around his exhale. 


"Yeah." 


Geddy just looks at him. "What were you trying to tell me earlier?" 


Alex feels faint. It's now or never. He opens his mouth and tries to get the words out, but they stick in his 


throat. 


Geddy grabs his hand. "It's okay," he says. "You can say it." 


‘I'm in love with you," Alex spits out. 


A particularly noisy semi truck passes on the highway. 


"Wow," Geddy says. 


'| didn't want to tell you last night because you were wasted and then this morning | overslept and then-well, 
you said-" 


"Aw, shit, Lerxst," Geddy says, squeezing his hand. "If I'd known you were going to say that-" 


"But | can't keep secrets from you and | can't avoid you and you're the only thing | can think about anymore 
and l'm fucking burning up inside, Dirk, and-" 


"Jesus, Alex, how long have you-" 


"| mean, | didn't know what it was, | didn't want to admit it to myself—" 


"Me either, until you said that thing about the girls wanting to fuck, that's why | asked Neil-" 


"And | really felt bad for saying that because | hurt your feelings and thats-| never want to do that, | hate 
that-" 


"But honestly I'm glad you did because | wouldn't have been able to admit it otherwise-" 


"I think I've been in love with you since we were fourteen,’ Alex says, and Geddy raises his eyebrows. 


"Holy fuck, Lerxst. That's a long time." 


"Yeah," Alex says. The pure adrenaline relief of not having to hold it in anymore is making him start shaking a 
bit. Geddy reaches his arm around Alex's shoulder, pulling him in for a side hug. Alex realizes Geddy hasn't 


clarified his own position, and now a different anxiety starts to take root in him. 


As if he can sense what Alex is thinking, Geddy reaches up and puts the joint back into Alex's mouth. "I did lie 


to you this morning.” 


Alex takes a long puff. 


| couldn't remember what | told you last night and | didn't want you to be freaked out.” 


"How could | ever be freaked out by you?" Alex says, exhaling. 


"Well, | know that now," Geddy says. 


‘lm serious, Dirk How long have you known me? You've always been weird I've never cared" 


Geddy rolls his eyes. "You let Ray kick me out of the band" 


Alex hums. 


"For being too weird." 


"Yeah, | know, and that was a mistake," Alex says. He still feels bad about it. 


"So maybe you get why | was feeling a little cagey about a part of myself that a lot of people would react 
pretty badly to," Geddy says. 


Alex takes a deep breath. They've spent two days hiding the same stupid secret from each other for the 
same stupid reason. "We're both pretty stupid," he says. 


"You can say that again," Geddy says. He lays back onto the roof of the van. Alex joins him and looks up at the 
patchy sky above. 


"Feels good to get that off my chest," Alex says. "Now | don't have to worry about Neil bothering me while | 


cry in the hotel bathroom any more." 


"Or him bothering me while | cry in the hotel room while you're in the bathroom," Geddy says. 


"Sorry | made you cry." Alex rolls onto his side, lets his gaze linger on the silhouette of Geddy's face under 


the parking lot lights. Geddy's smiling up at the sky. 


"Sorry | lied to you," Geddy says. "But | really don't remember, uh, just how much | said to you last night. 


There was a lot of gin in those drinks." 


Alex raises an eyebrow. "You sure you're not just trying to bait me into saying it for you?" 


Geddy's smile gets wider. "Positive." 


"You told me you wanted to get fucked," Alex says. 


Geddy nods. "Yeah." 


"And then you asked if I'd fuck you," Alex says. 


Geddy waggles his eyebrows. "Oh yeah?" 


"And then when | said we should talk about it when you weren't so drunk you couldn't stand up, you said-" 


"Oh no," Geddy says, his eyes growing wide. 


"-And | quote, ‘Maybe Neil will fuck me," Alex finishes. 


"Oh, no," Geddy says. His eyes are almost popping out of his head. 


‘Oh, yes." Alex reaches over and pokes Geddy's nose. Geddy swats his hand away, takes it in his own, links their 
fingers together. 


"Well?" Geddy asks, giving his hand a squeeze. 


"Well, what? | don't think Neil will fuck you," Alex says. He stubs out the joint on the roof of the van. Maybe 
he can tell a couple jokes tonight after all. 


"Asshole," Geddy says with a smile. 


"But if you want me to go get him-" 


Geddy leans in and kisses him. 


There are no fireworks, but its everything Alex has wanted and more. At first its soft, almost chaste, and 
then they both get hungry. They're pushing into each other, their hands on each others’ faces, tangling into 
each others’ hair. Alex's teeth catch on Geddy’s lips. Their noses bump. They're clumsy and frantic. 


Geddy pulls his head back, gasping for air. "You don't know how long I've wanted this," he says breathlessly. 


"I really think | do," Alex says, grabbing the back of Geddy's head and puling him back in He reaches up under 
the hem of Geddy's shirt with his other hand, grabbing for real what he'd brushed past the night before. 
Geddy's skin is soft and he moans into Alex's mouth as Alex sweeps past his nipple. Alex presses his face into 


Geddy's like he's trying to make up for all the lost time. 


Geddy gets his leg up between Alex's and they grind on each other, and Alex pushes himself up and goes to 
roll Geddy onto his back when disaster strikes-he misreads where they are in space on top of the van and 


Geddy starts to slide toward the ground. 


"Fuck!" Geddy squeaks, grappling at the back of Alex's neck in order to hang on Alex gets his hands under 
Geddy's shoulders but he doesn't have good purchase on the van roof, and his attempt to help just ends in 


Geddy dropping unceremoniously to the pavement. 


"Sorry, fuck," Alex says from where he's lying draped over the van. Geddy's laughing so hard he falls the rest 
of the way to the ground "Maybe we should move inside." 


"Please," Geddy says. "I'm barely holding on" 


It's true: he's got a tent growing in his pajama pants. The same is true of Alex's own pants. He jumps off the 


van and reaches for Geddy's hand. "Unless you have the keys to the van?" Alex asks, hopefully. 


"I thought you had them," Geddy says. "Didn't you stay out here because you forgot something?" 


"What?" 


Geddy shakes his head, laughing even harder now. "Oh shit, we're stupid and high and I'm horny as balls." 


"Well, then, come inside with me," Alex says, but even he can't resist pushing Geddy up against the van for one 
more kiss. Two more. Geddy's hands dip into his waistband. Alex yanks them away. "Stop! Inside! Bed!" 


Laughing, holding hands, they sprint across the parking lot. They can't keep their hands off each other in the 


elevator, and they spill out on their floor, trying to remember which room is theirs. 


‘Its this one, l'm sure," Geddy says, trying a doorknob. "I was just up here." 


"What are we going to say to Neil?" Alex asks as the unlocked door creaks open. It is indeed their room, as Neil 
is sitting in the chair in the corner, reading another book. 


"What are you going to say to Neil about what?" Neil asks, looking the two of them over. Alex pulls Geddy into 
the room behind him. 


"We haven't decided yet," Geddy says. 


Neil puts his book down. "I take it you talked out the.. issues you were having?" 


They nod. "Yep. So. Hi, Neil," Geddy says. 


"Hi, Neil," Alex repeats. 


Neil furrows his brow. 


"Neil, would you mind," Geddy starts. 


"Maybe, Neil, maybe you want to go for a walk?" Alex asks. 


"Or uh, sit out under the stars?" 


"Or go party with Kiss?" 


"Or find a pair of ear plugs?" 


Neil narrows his eyes and purses his lips. "You want to get rid of me." 


Geddy nods vigorously. "For your own sake!" 


"Yeah, all for you, buddy," Alex says. 


Neil looks at Alex, then at Geddy, then picks up his book "I'm going to go down to the hotel lounge," he says 


carefully, "I'll be back in an hour." 


"Oh, great, thanks, Neil," Geddy says. 


"Thank you, Neill" Alex says. They thank Neil until he leaves the room, closing the door firmly. 


And then it's just them. 


Alex looks at Geddy, hungry with anticipation Geddy licks his lips and flops onto the bed. "C'mere," he says. Alex 
obliges. 


They move a little slower now, now that they have an entire bed to utilize. Alex leans in and kisses Geddy, 
pushing his tongue into Geddy's mouth. His hands return to where they had been under Geddy's shirt, brushing 


up to his nipples again Geddy moans and it's a noise Alex is surprised to realize he's never heard before. 


Geddy pulls his head back, looking Alex in the eye. "I want to see you naked,” he whispers, tugging at the hem 
of Alex's shirt. 


"You've seen me naked," Alex says playfully. "Plenty of times." 


"Not like this," Geddy says. He tugs at the shirt hem again and Alex lets him pull it off over his head. Alex is 
sheepishly a little proud of the way Ged's eyes and smile widen once his shirt is all the way off. "Yeah," Geddy 


says, and he leans in and starts sucking on Alex's chest. 


"Hey, wait," Alex says. He gets his hands onto the fabric of Geddy's shirt, trying to yank it up. "How come 


you're still wearing this?" 


Geddy slithers down the bed, shedding the shirt as he goes. He balls it up and tosses it onto the floor. "Not 


anymore," he says. 


Alex sees this view every single day and yet he doesn't think he'll ever be sick of it. Geddy's paler and softer 
than he looks like he'd be with his clothes on, with more chest hair than he really needs. And he really does 
have nice nipples. They spend another minute kissing each other before Alex starts to get impatient again. 
"Pants," he says, sticking his finger into the waistband of Geddy's flannel pants and giving it a snap. 


"You first," Geddy says, and he's already undoing Alex's jeans. Alex has to roll off the side of the bed in order 
to get them all the way down. He wishes he'd thought to do that earlier. 


Now he's clad only in his briefs and his socks. He kneels back down onto the bed and reaches towards Geddy's 
hips. "Can |?" he asks, giving the pants a tug. Geddy nods, biting his lip. Alex eases them off, pulling the elastic 
wide around Geddy's front, because Geddy's cock is very erect, pushing the fabric limitations of his briefs. 

This part is new for Alex-they haven't been fully nude in front of each other in a while, and Alex has never 


seen it, well, standing up like that. "Are you ready?" he asks. 


"Ready for what?" Geddy asks. There's an air of hesitancy behind the horniness. 


Alex shrugs. "For whatever you want, | guess," he says. He lightly brushes his finger along the length of 
Geddy's cock through his underwear. "For these to come off too.” 


"| don't, uh," Geddy says, his voice a little quiet. "I don't know what to do next, ha-ha" 


Alex keeps his hand where it is, reaching his other hand out to take Geddy's in his own. "There's not, like, an 
order we have to go in," he says. "At least, | don't think there is." 


"Well, | think you have to prepare for it a little," Geddy says. 


"Oh." Alex looks down at his own cock and at Geddy's. "How do we do that?" 


"With lube and stuff," Geddy says. "I think” 


Alex has a genius solution. "I don't need lube to suck it" 


"Oh," Geddy says, licking his lips. "You want to..?" 


"I really want to," Alex says. He's almost embarrassed by how much he wants that. He pulls at the waistband 
of Geddy's underwear. "Can |?" 


"Yeah," Geddy says, and his eyes are enormous. "What do | do?" 


Weird question, Alex thinks, but he rolls with it. "Enjoy it?" Geddy looks a little anxious now, and Alex 


remembers- "Oh, wait, you haven't... 


Geddy shrugs. "No," he says. "| mean, you're the one who's set me up with everyone I've ever-" 


"Right," Alex says. He has been pretty intimately involved with Geddy's love life. He can't believe none of those 
girls have ever wanted to suck Geddy's cock, though-he's been thinking about doing just that for a long, long 
time. "You can touch me, if you want," he says. "But you really don't have to do anything. You can just enjoy 
it." 


"Are you going to enjoy it?" Geddy asks, still seeming a little nervous. 


"Well, yeah," Alex says. "That's why l'm doing it" 


And with that, he straddles Geday's knees and pulls down his briefs. 


Its-well, it's huge. His memory hasn't exaggerated that. He's momentarily overwhelmed as he takes it all in 


Here goes nothing, he thinks, and he dips his head down and opens his mouth. 


He's never given head before. He's gotten blow jobs, though, so he vaguely knows how this is supposed to go. 
Its a quick learning curve. He pulls his lips over his teeth like his high school girlfriend used to do and drops 
his tongue to the bottom of his mouth. He knows he's sloppy, his technique probably awful, but it's not like 
Geddy knows the difference. And anyway, he figures he'll have plenty of time in the future to practice, as long 
as he doesn't fuck this up too badly. He cups Geddy's ass with one hand, rubs his other hand up and down 
Geddy's thigh. 


After a couple minutes he looks up to see how he's doing. Geddy's hands have fistfuls of the blanket in a death 
grip; his head is thrown back on the pillow, and he seems to be on a face journey, opening and closing his 


mouth like a fish. Alex pulls his mouth off Geddy's cock. "You like that?" 


Geddy lets out a high-pitched whine. 


"Okay," Alex says, and he gets back to work. 


Its not too long before Geddy's hands come to rest on Alex's head, rolling his hair between his fingers. "Alex," 


he says, his voice a quiet whine. 


"Mm?" Alex asks, his mouth still too occupied to form words. 


"| want-ah-| want to try," Geddy says. "| want to try doing that." 


Alex opens his mouth and takes a long lick up the length of it, trying to look Geddy in the eye while he does it. 
Geddy's eyes are huge. "Okay," he says, crawling up the bed, still straddling Geddy's body. 


Geddy grabs Alex's shoulders, guiding him over and onto his back. He slides Alex's briefs down to his ankles, not 
bothering to finish the job. It's like he's been taking detailed notes for the past few minutes, the way he scoots 
down the bed and sits with one knee on either side of Alex's thighs. He tucks his hair back behind his ears and 
bends over, licking his lips at the last moment. He's messy, haphazard, a little too forward with his teeth, but 
Alex doesn't mind at all. He can't help but admire every inch of Geddy's body as Geddy sucks him off, from his 
shoulders to his hair to his earnest face. He moans, long and low, and Geddy pauses, looking up. "Are you 


close?" Geddy asks. 


"Probably," Alex says. He honestly has no idea. 


| want to come together," Geddy says, face bright red. 


Alex reaches down, strokes Geddy's chin, wiping himself off of Geddy’s lips. "Get up here, then," he says, and 
Geddy obliges. 


Alex gets his hand around Geddy's cock, guiding Geddy's hand onto his. They start in on each other, hip to hip, 
mouth to mouth, rubbing up on each other as they rub each other off. They're back to frantic heavy 
touching, the way they were on top of the van earlier. Geddy's making obscene noises into Alex's mouth and 
Alex is thrilled with this new development. Is Geddy a screamer? It makes sense, he thinks, and then all of a 


sudden he's bowled over with the sensation that he's about to come. 


"Geddy, I'm-" he says breathlessly, unable to finish. 


Geddy pulls his mouth off Alex's and looks down, watching it happen, and Alex is splattering all over him. "Oh 
my god," he whispers, and then his eyes get wide and Alex feels in his hand the same thing happening to him. 


Its warm and sticky and so, so hot, especially when Geddy can't contain the moan he makes. 


They collapse together onto the bed, trying to catch their breath. Alex thinks of something delightfully nasty 
and starts licking his hand, tasting Geddy on his fingers. It takes a minute for Geddy to realize what he's doing, 


and when he does he grins and takes a lick of his own hand. 


'Lerxst," Geddy says. "We have tomorrow off” 


Alex nods. He reaches down and finds his discarded briefs, using them to wipe up the mess he made on 


Geddy's stomach. 


"Would you want to try, uh..." Geddy drifts off, watching Alex's actions with interest. 


"Try what?" Alex asks. He folds the briefs over and wipes his own stomach off too. 


"Uh, would you want to fuck me?" 


Alex pauses and looks up at him. "Of course," he says. "I'd do anything with you." 


Geddy smiles. "I like this." 


"Just like?" Alex asks, dropping the briefs into his suitcase. He'll deal with that tomorrow. 


"I love this," Geddy says, laughing a little. 


Alex pulls the covers back on the bed, sliding in, inviting Geddy in with him. "Just this?" he asks. He's not too 
afraid of the answer. 


Geddy cups his face with his hand, touching Alex's forehead with his own. "I love you," he says. 


Alex smiles widely. "That's what | wanted to hear," he says, and he pulls Geddy in close, kissing him deeply. 


They've been laying like that for a while, catching their breath, talking about little nothings, when they hear a 
quiet knock at the door. Neil steps in, looking firmly away from them. "Are you two decent?" he asks, sliding 
towards the other bed. 


"Yeah, we're done," Alex says. "And we're covered" He realizes they're both still naked, but they can find 
clothes when Neil goes to the bathroom. 


"Good, good," Neil says. His face is flushed. He smiles at them awkwardly and starts getting changed. "Should | 


ask Ray to start booking us two rooms?" 


"Why?" Geddy asks, and then he realizes the answer. "Oh, you don't have to worry about us. We can work 


around you.” 


Alex nods. "We can keep it in our pants. Usually. We can try, at least" 


"We can go other places if we need to," Geddy says. "We can use the van 


"We can be good," Alex says. 


"Okay," Neil says, a little hesitantly. "Not that you need my permission, but I'm cool with this, as long as you 
don't let it affect the band" 


"We won't," they say in unison. 


"We promise," Geddy says. 


"You know us, we don't fight," Alex says. "Itll be okay.” 


Neil nods. "Well, good. I'm happy for you two." He smiles at them, less awkwardly this time. "I'm going to brush 
my teeth. Please don't.. you know.. while I'm gone." 


Alex waves as he disappears into the bathroom. 


"It will be okay, right?" Geddy asks him, rubbing his hand up Alex's chest. 


Alex shrugs, reaching out from under the covers and finding Geddy's shirt on the ground. "I think it will. But 
let's Try it out and see." 


Geddy falls asleep with his head on Alex's chest again, and Alex drifts off feeling happier than he has in a long 


time. 


